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POETRY : A Magazine of Verse 
VERMILION SEALS 

LIGHT OF LOVE 

Nay, bury her in her cloak; she was not one 
To prison in a coffin. At her head, 
When you have strewn the earth with forest leaves, 
Pile apricots and peaches, apples red, 
Plums, oranges and grapes in one sweet heap — 
There where shall hover breathless-humming bees, 
And birds that taste, then sit and preen their wings. 
And at the foot, I ask that you leave these — 
Her slippers. Then some shepherdess may try 
In vain to put them on; or little fay, 
Knotting her long green hair, steal near to glance. 
So may she know that I forget to-day, 
And think of her as when she used to dance. 

BELATED 

At dusk a fox had run across my path. 
And disappeared with smiling, wicked eyes. 
It was so dark I could not see my way 
Though all the fields were filled with fireflies. 
And every tree had but one thing to breathe 
Among its leaves — the words of an old song, 
"At fifteen even a devil's a thistle-bloom." 
The rice was murmurous as I went along; 
Then in the darkness something brushed my sleeve, 
White hands reached out to touch me in the gloom. 

[130] 



Elizabeth J. Coatsivorth 

Her words were like the bright quick fireflies, 
"At fifteen even a devil's a thistle-bloom." 

SPRING IN CHINA 

The earth's coat is the green of young willows 

Beside brown streams. 

It is embroidered over with flowering trees — 

Plum, peach and apricot. 

Her sleeves are scented wondrously; 

Her hair is unbound in the wind. 

Even the moon is so enamoured 

That ere dusk he climbs the stairs of heaven to behold her. 

THE GHOULS 

All day the long cold fingers of the rain 

Have pried at the gray tiles above the graves, 

Finishing the work of years in the drear fields 

Where coffins lie uncovered in the light 

Of sulphurous mustard blooms. Here by the bank 

The greedy water has uncovered bones 

Shining, blue-white, wet in the biting wind. 

THE CURSE 

On the cord dead hangs our sister, 

She of the wondrous lily feet. 

Thev have blasted our fragrant flower — 
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